When desperate 
You form your lies into truths 
You tell yourself that it is you 
Because it is you 
You play the game on yourself to hold like cheap glue 
as it runs through your fault lines as vast as valleys on the moon 
You are aware of what you do 
But not to the extent that its still holding true 
Even as you speak and know what to do 
You can never untangle this toxic glue from you 
Its a membrane like a spider cacoon 
On its prey it melts it through 
Till nothing is left but the outter shell 
The shell that is unfortunately now you 

